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friars Road which has Rowland Hill's chapel on
one side, and the likeness of a golden dog licking
& golden pot over a shop door on the other. There
are a good many little low-browed old shops in
that street, of a wretched kind; and some are
unchanged now. I looked into one a few weeks
ago, where I used to buy bootlaces on Saturday
nights and saw the corner where I once sat down
on a stool to have a pair of ready-made half-boots
fitted on. I have been seduced more than once, in
that street on a Saturday night, by a show-van
at a corner; and have gone in, with a very motley
assemblage, to see the Fat Pig, the Wild Indian,
and the Little Lady. There were two or three
hat manufactories there, then (I think they arc
there still); and among the things which, en-
countered anywhere, or under any circumstances,
will instantly recall that time, is the smell of
hat-making.

I was such a little fellow, with my poor white
hat, little jacket, and corduroy trousers, that fre-
quently, when I went into the bar of a strange
public-house for a glass of ale or porter to wash
down the saveloy and the loaf I had eaten in the
street, they didn't like to give it me. I remember,
one evening (I had been somewhere for my fa-
ther, and was going back to the Borough over
Westminster Bridge), that I went into a public-
house in Parliament Street, which is still there
though altered, at the corner of the short street